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The thadow of your face.
K. Rich. Say that again,
The thadow of my forrow ! hal let’s fee:
’Tis very true, my grief lies all within ;
And thefe external manners of laments
Are merely {hadows to the unfeen grief,
That {wells with filence in the tortur’d foul.
There lies the fubftance: and I thank thee, king,
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ft
Me caufe to wail, but teacheft me the way
How to lament the caufe. I'll beg one boon,
And then be gone, and trouble you no more.
Shall I obtain it? :
Boling. Name it, my fair coufin. ,
K. Rich. Fair coufin! I am greater than a king:
For when I was a king, my flatterers
Were then but {fubje@s; being now a {ubjeé,
I have a king here to my flatterer :
Being fo great, I have no need to beg. .
Boling. Yet aik.
K. Rich. And fhall T have?
Boling. You fhall.
K. Rich. Then give me leave to go.
Boling. Whither ?
K. Rich. Whither you will, fo I were from your fight,
Boling. Go fome of you, convey him to the tower.®
On wednefday next we {olemnly {et down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourfelves.

[Ex. all but Abbot, Bifbop of Carlifle, and Aumerle.

SCENE ‘IV.
Abbot. A woful pageant have we here beheld.

3 -i{---Rto the tower.
. Rich. O, good! convey: conveyers are you all,
That rife thus nimbly by a ¥rue king’s fall,
Boling. On wednefday, €,

Kko2 Carl.




